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The Tragedie 

And thus my battell (hall be ordered* 

My foreward lliall be drawne in length. 

Confiding equally of horfc and foote. 

Our Archers (hall be placed in the raidlt, 

John Dak' of NcrfFolkc, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading of the foote and horle, 

They thus dircaed, we will follow 

In the maine battell, whefe puilfcnce on either fide 
Shall be well winged with ourchiefed boric: 

This, and Saint George to boote, what thinkcft thou Not ^^ 
Nor A good direction warlike foueratgne, Fhfheweth - 
This found 1 on my tent this morning. him a paper. 

locked ofNorjfolke be net fo bo/d, <2 

For Dickon thy matfieru bought and fold. 

K mg. A thing deuifcd by the cnemie, 

Goc Gentclemen eucry man vnto his charge. 

Let not our babling dreames affright our foulcs, 
a fj- Confc'ence is a word (hat cowards vfe, 

Deuilde as fird to £ccpe the llrong in awe, 

Our drong armes be our confidence ^watds.pur a ou± 

March on,ioy ne brauely,lct vs»too it P‘; 11 !" cl - J rr- Orat i 0nt0 
If not to heauen,thcn hand in hand to hell. 

Whatfliall l fay more then 1 haurmferd* bis Arm*. 

Remember whom youaretocopewithall, & i 
A fort of vagabonds , rafcols and runawalt s, 

^ficum of Bnttair.s,andbafc la-^ey ptfatus 
Whom their erecloyed country vomits forth 

Zodefpcrateaduentures&adurd d ftwdio > 

You deeping fiafe,they bring youto vnred. 

You hailing land*,& bled w irh beauteous w.uca, 

They would redraine the one,didatne the other, 

And who doth lead them but a pdtrey fellow? 

Long kept in Bmtaine at our mothers colt, 

A milkefbpt ,one that neuer in Ins hie 
Felt fo much cold as ouer Ihooes in (now : 

Lets tvhiothefic flraglcrsore the Iras a game, 

Lafli hence thcfcoucrweenmg rags o France, 

The'efamifht beggers weary oftheir hues, 

U.** f..« mirvat rw n #“ir\!c fr»r»n f VniOVf- 
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of Richard rhe thirds c\ ^ /■ 

-^-Tfwcbe conquered, let men conquere vs, ,> 

i And not the le badard Brittaines whom our fathers 

Haue in their owne land beaten, bobd andthumpt, 

And on record left them the heircs of fhame. ^ r . "t 

Shallthefeenioy our lands, lye withourwiues? 

Rauiflr ourdaughters,harkc 1 hearc their drum, 

£ IF Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, ; 

Draw Archers draw, your arrowsto the head, ,■ > 

•« Spur your proud hortes hard, and ride in bloud, 

Amaze the welkin with your broken daucs, '1 

If'bat faies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power i 
Mef. My Lord, he doth demc tocomc. 

Km. OfFwith his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the cnemie ispadthemarlh, 

After the battailr, let George Stanley die. 

Kino A thoufand hearts arc great within my bofome, 
Aduante our dandards,fctvpon our foes. 

Our auncient word of courage faire Saint George 
Inlptre vs with the fpleeneot fierie Dragons, 
Vponthcm,viaoric fits on our helpes. 

A 'arum tXCHrJioiis, Enter Catesbie. 
r . f Refccw my Lord o’ Norfolkt ,re(cew,rctcew 
/r Yhc Kingcnatds more wonders then a man, 

Dirmgan eppolite tot uery danger, 

His hoi fe is flainc,andall on foote he hgh , 

Seeking fbi'Richmond in the throat of death, 

R feev*' faire Lord, or tile the day is lod. Enter Richard. 

' Kin. A horle, a horfe,my kingdoroe fora horfc. 

Cat Withdraw tny Lordulc helpeyou toahorfe. 

Ktn. Slauc I hauefet n<y b*e vpop a calt 
And 1 will dand the hazard oft he dye, 

I chiuke there be fix^ Richmonds unY^ field, 

Fiuc hauel dune to day, in dead of him 



